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Article 5

Bahmer: Unexpecting

Unexpecting
Mara Bahmer
Deirdre started to hear the baby crying at about 9 pm. Though the sound was new, it
didn’t alarm her – the doctor had said that it was not unusual for people with PTSD to
experience hallucinations. What did trouble her was the volume of the infant’s wails, so loud
that they drowned out Peter Griffin’s characteristically nasal voice blasting from the
television. She pushed her thick, messy, brown hair over her ears, hoping it would help
muffle the sound. Nevertheless, her thoughts strayed to the unused crib in the nursery that
she and Seth had put together.
Fresh out of college and unexpectedly expecting, the news that a child was on the way
hit newly engaged Seth and Deidre like a polar plunge, the icy-cold water of reality
submerging them both. For Deidre, who had struggled with anxiety for most of her life, a
child meant a new slew of worries, an entirely new being to stress about disappointing or
losing. For Seth, it meant finding a job without the constant threat of layoffs and somehow
resisting his eternal craving for a cigarette. For both, it meant tying the knot and finding a
home a lot sooner than they’d thought.
They’d sacrificed an official wedding for a simple trip to the courthouse and traded in
their cozy apartment for a house they could barely afford. Somehow, though, they’d gotten
by, and despite the stress, bills, and nearly constant panic attacks, Deidre had managed to
accept her new life. Eventually, she viewed the upcoming birth of her child with a sense of
excitement and joy.
Deidre walked over to the unused room, clinging to the oak door and gazing with
tear-filled eyes at the white crib in the corner, which – though it once looked so warm and
exciting – now seemed like a cold, cruel cage. The walls were half-painted a sunny (now
horrendous) yellow, as Seth had insisted on keeping the gender of their child a secret. Many
friends and relatives had offered to take apart the room for her, but she couldn’t bear to part
with it. Some crazy, hopeless yet eternally hopeful part of her still believed that someday Seth
would come home, cradling their infant in his arms, and set the child in the crib in the
corner, built with loving hands just for him.
Deirdre had always imagined that the tiny person inside her was a boy, with rich red
hair like Seth’s and her grey-blue eyes. She told Seth this constantly, no matter how much he
protested that guessing ruined the fun. One morning she’d told him this through a
mouthful of ketchup-smothered scrambled eggs, sitting at their impromptu dining room
table, an old ping pong table they’d scavenged at a garage sale. He pinched the bridge of his
thin nose, setting down his daily sudoku puzzle.
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“What if you’re wrong, Dee?” he’d asked, furrowing his brow in concern. “You always
expect things like this that you can’t control, and you always get so disappointed when they
don’t happen.”
“Not this time,” she’d insisted with a puffy-cheeked smile.
After the accident, after being flown by helicopter – every bump or jolt sending
another wave of agony through her broken body – to the Cleveland Clinic, after undergoing
three hours of surgery, the doctors told her that the baby, that little person inside of her, had
not survived. The sobs had torn through her like avalanches, each one more painful, both
physically and emotionally, than the last. She felt a gaping hole in her abdomen, though she
knew that any physical hole there might have been the doctors had fixed. She felt empty, like
an abandoned hotel full of vacant rooms. A piece of her was gone, and she would never get it
back.
“I didn’t even know if it was a boy or a girl,” she told the nurse sitting by her bed
when she could finally breathe again. The nurse got up and took her hand, squeezing it
lightly.
“Would you like to know?” the nurse had asked. Deidre shook her head, tears
continuing to stream down her face.
“Not knowing hurts, but knowing would make it hurt more.”
Deidre cried again now in the empty nursery, halfheartedly wiping her cheeks, as she
knew they would quickly be wet again. The baby would not stop crying, and the wails grew
louder and more desperate by the minute. Deidre covered her ears with her hands and
screamed, trying to drown out the sound. The baby only cried louder.
“You were a boy!” she called out to the empty room, her voice cracking as the tears
forced her throat closed. “I know you were a boy!”
She’d known it from the moment he’d first moved inside her, up until the moment
that the car careened over the barricade and pain sliced through her stomach, too deep for
her baby boy to stand a chance.
She should have been the one driving. Seth, downing cups of coffee like a drunkard
inhaling his booze, and incessantly rubbing his bleary eyes, had constantly dodged her offers
to take the wheel, insisting that a woman as pregnant as her shouldn’t be straining herself.
She should have insisted, but she liked Seth’s newfound protectiveness; she liked being taken
care of. Maybe if she had taken care of him, he and their baby boy would still be here.
And through all of these memories, tearing through her like white-hot knives, the
baby continued to cry.
Unable to ignore the hallucination any longer, Deidre rushed to the front door of the
house, where the wailing was the loudest. She pulled open the door, expecting to see nothing
but the dark night and a barren road. Instead, she found an inconsolable, red-haired baby,
swaddled in a blue blanket. Deidre gasped, air rushing from her lungs as if she’d been
punched in the stomach. Silent tears streamed in torrents down her cheeks, and when the
pain and shock finally wore off, she scooped up the crying infant and held him tightly
against her heart.
“Oh, Seth,” she murmured to the baby, her tears smudging against his blue blanket.
“Please be real.”
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